

T^.This fellow doth not ftandvpon points. 

Lyf, He bath ridhis Prologue, like a rough Colte :h {! 
knowcs not the ftoppe, A good moral r my Lord. It is not 
enough to fpeake; but to Ipcakeuue. 

tijp. Indeed he hath plaid on this Prologue, like achtld 
on a Recorder, a found; but not in gouernement. 

t he, His fpeach was like a tangled Chaine; nothiug in. 
paired,but all difordered. Who is next? 

EwrerPyramus, andT\usbj , and Wall,<»»dMoonc- 
fhine,4«dLyon. 

ProAg «<?. Gcntles,perchanccyou wonder at this (how, 
But,wondcron,till truthcmake all things plaine, 

This man is Pyramtu (\(yo\x would knowe; 

This beautious Lady Tbfby is certainc. 

This man, with lyme and roughcaft, doth prefent 
Wall,tbat vile wall, which did thefelouers funder: 
And through wals chinke, poore foules,they are content 
To whifper.At the which , let no man wonder. 

This man,with lanterne, dogge,andbufhofthorne, 
Prefenteth moone-fhinc.For ifyou will know, 

By moone-fliine did thefe louersthinkc no fcorne 
To mcete at Ninus tombe, there, there to wooe,* 

This grizly beaftfwhich Lyon hight by name) 

The crufly thy (by, comming firft by night. 

Did fcarrcaway,or rather did affright: 

And asfhe fled,her mantle lhe did fall: 

Which Lyon vile with bloody mouth didftaine, 

Anon comes Pyramtu,( weete youth, and tall. 

And Andes his trufty Thifbjes mantle flaine: 

Whereat, with blade,with bloody blamefull blade, 

He brauely broach t his boyling bloody breaft. 

And Tbifby, tarying in Mulberry fbade. 

His dagger dre wc, and dyed. For all the reft, 

Let Lyon, Moone -thine all, and louers twaine, 

At large difcourfe,while here they doe remaine, ^ 
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— /v rvna lommer nignres meame. 

The, 1 wonder,ifthe Lyon be to fpeake. 

Demct. No wonder, my Lord. One Lyon may, when 

® n y ^ Exit Lyon,Thysby, and, Moonefhine, 
tfal In thisfamc cnterlude it doth befall, 

Tliat I, one Flute (by name) prefent a wall: 

And fuch a wall, as I would haue you thinke 
That had in it a cranied hole or chinke: 

Through which the louers, Pyramtts,znd Thisby , 

Did whifper often, very fecre tly. 

This lome, this roughcaft,and this ftone doth fhowe, 

Thatl am that fame wall : the truth is fo. 

And this the cranie is, righ t and finifte r. 

Through which thefearefulllouers are to whifper. 

The. Would you defire lime and hairc to fpeake bet ter? 
( Deme. It is the wittiefl partition, thateuerl heard dif- 
courfe, my Lord. 

Tbe t Pyramtfs drawes neare the walhfilence. 

J>j, C grim lookt nighr,o night,with hue fo blacke, 
Onight,which euer art, when day is not: 

0 night, O night, alacke, alacke, alacke, 

1 feare rny Thisbyes promife isforgot. 

And thou b wall, 6 lwccte, olouely wall, 

Thatftandft beeweene her fathers ground and mine. 

Thou wall, 6 wall, O fweetc and louely wall, 

Showc mee thy chinke, to blink through,with mine eyne, 
Thankes curteous wall done fhield thee well,for this. 

But what fee I ? No Thtfby doe I fee. 

0 wicked wall, through whome I fee no blifle. 

Curd be thy ftones, for thus deceiuing mee, 
t he, The wall mee thinkes, being fenfible,fhould curfe 
againe. 

fyr.No,in truth Sir,he ftiould not. j Decetumg mee is 
Tbiftyes cue ; lhe is to entcrnow,and I am to fpy 
Her through the wall. You (hall fee it \villfalL 

- H P« 
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